MY MEN FORGIVING WINTER'S GAZE

Katie Price for Bill Maguire
How behind our heads was the source of light. How it reflected back on our faces from the screen. Blue-grey, across our skin. Coming back up over our bodiesDiving under all that was the king's, Then resurfacing over all that was oursAnd on the surface your eye watering back Towards the movie, wanting to not see, In the squint the rhythms of half-blinks, Of whatever bodies that were still Arousing the surface, pressed flat, washed clean, Until all the bodies in the story were fluid, Fading on screen, the blue-grey spew of breath-
